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Sounding Real Good 


Author's Notes: 
Something different.) 


Scuffing his black cowboy boots along the grey pavement and pushing curls of dark hair back from his face, 
he took a slow drag from his cigarette before tossing it on the ground that was already littered with evidence 
of the Sunset Strip's growingly sleazy nightlife. Turning the corner into the rougher area of town, Slash peered 
through his curls up at the shop. Peeling paint on the outside walls, a battered door and smashed bulbs on all 
but one of the shop front's lights gave the store a grimy feel, completely contrasting the heaven that was 
within. He pushed through the door and gently clicked it back into place on the inside. His eyes gradually 
adjusting to the darker light inside from a morning's sunny glow he looked around and saw the rows upon rows 
of intricately designed guitars, mounted on the walls, sitting in glass cabinets, and placed delicately along the 
shop floor. 


Taking in each and every instrument, he walked the length of the store, recalling the previous night's drama. 
After what seemed like an age of pleading and desperate advertising, Guns N' Roses had finally booked a 
headlining slot at the Troubadour. The band had won over the crowd with a fiery set, featuring songs they had 


perfected for years in less popular venues along the Strip. Until their final number, when in the heat of the 
performance, Slash had got too close to a mass of girls in the front row, who had grabbed onto the neck of 
his favourite guitar without the intent of ever letting go. Three strings had broken and a section of the fret 
board was damaged beyond repair. Meaning that he had got up earlier than he usually did to stop in at his 
preferred guitar shop before Hollywood's new generation arose and overtook the town, abusing their chosen 


substances from early afternoon until the late hours when they crashed on a stranger's bed. 


Even though it was hard to break the allegiance with one guitar, Slash loved the rush of buying the next. He 
loved to get to know his guitars - they were his escape. An escape second only to the pale skinned, red-head, 
emerald eyed beauty that he had left crashed out on his bed only minutes before. Slash smiled to himself as 
he pictured Axl sprawled across the sheets, wearing only his leather pants and clutching a bottle of Jack under 
his arm from last night's celebratory bender. As he reached the counter, he managed to keep the smile from 


growing even wider as he remembered how the pair's party hadn't stopped once they had reached his room. 


Resuming his usual closed off look, he waited at the desk Normally, some slutty girl was draped over the 
counter waiting for someone to show an interest in more than just guitars. This time, there was no one, so he 
searched the selection of picks for a design that caught his eye. After selecting a pick and waiting for a while 


longer a bored, monotonous female voice came from behind him. 
"That one's a dollar." The monotone echoed across the room as he turned round to face the assistant. 


It took one look for the girl's act to change from careless to desperately seductive. Glancing up and down his 
body, the girl took in Slash's ripped black jeans, Aerosmith shirt and torn leather jacket and immediately 
straightened up, her eyes lingering on his handsome face and raven black hair. Flicking her brunette waves 
from her shoulder, she hurried round the counter and slid up close to him. Pushing her chest out, she leant 


against the counter, revealing yet more. 


"But if you'll just come over here, I'll show you some of our newer gear" she purred in a seductive tone that 


was gaining her nothing. 


Standing in front of him, Slash was able to see the girl in full view. Her brunette hair lay in thick curls on her 
shoulders and bounced with every flirtatious giggle. She wore a lace vest, low cut, and fully displaying her bust. 
Her slender legs were accentuated by skin tight black leggings that curved over her behind and, elongating her 
legs even more were a pair of blood red stilettos. Her brown eyes were covered in smoky black make up and 
her lips were pouted, crimson red. Slash knew exactly why she was employed - it certainly wasn't for her 
knowledge. He almost laughed at the image he saw. 


"Nah, I'm alright. | came to see Richie." he answered, carelessly dismissing her advances. 


Clearly oblivious to the fact she was getting nowhere, the girl tottered off into the back rooms. "lll go get him 


for you now." 


Within seconds, holding two cans of beer, the man himself had burst through the door, arms outstretched, 


instigating a drama that only he could manage at such a time of day. 


"Ah, Slasher! It's been a while!" he bellowed, grasping the guitarists hand and dragging him to the seating at 
the back of the store. 


"So it has, Rich." Slash replied, laughing softly. Before he could explain his situation to his friend, the girl 
appeared again, standing at Richie's side. The two men looked up at her blankly as she shifted awkwardly from 
heel to heel. 


Breaking the silence, Richie spoke. "Go sit in my office, Amy, I'll be back there in a second." Winking at her, she 


giggled and almost ran into the back room. 


Slash raised an eyebrow and Richie rolled his eyes. "She's fit, but she's a whore if | ever met one" The pair 


laughed together. "But that's not why you're here, is it?" 


Settling into the torn up chair, Slash explained what he needed and Richie bought a few guitars out for him to 
try. 


After a few unsuccessful attempts, Richie found a guitar that Slash loved, and seeing the young man get lost 
in the beauty of playing it, left him to get to know the guitar. 


As soon as he had it in his hands, Slash knew it was a perfect guitar. It was a traditional Les Paul Gibson 
goldtop glinting under the shops overhead lighting. Its smooth finish made it silky to touch as Slash set it on 
his lap. His fingers delicately gracing the strings, he played a blues riff as Richie brought out a standard 
Marshall amp. 


"Wanna give it a spin?" he said, knowingly grinning. 


"Sure as hell, | do" Slash returned the smile, connecting the guitar to the amp as Richie returned to the back 
room once more. 

He didn't know what he was doing with Amy in that infamous office of his, and he didn't care: he was already 
lost in the paradise city of playing the guitar. 


He had decided within minutes that this was the guitar he wanted, so he got the correct money out and went 
back to playing. 


Switching from slow and sleazy blues, to hard and loud riffs, to flashy guitar licks, he experimented with the 
guitar's boundaries, and they were made for him. He was producing a mouth-watering sound that he knew the 


band would love, especially Axl. 


Continuing to lose himself, Slash dismissed the sound of another customer coming through the door. A few 


seconds passed before a familiar voice came from behind him. 


"Good choice - sounding real good. 

Slash raised his head as Axl reached him, pulling his hair behind one ear. 

"But | didn't like waking up alone." he teased, as Slash stood and turned towards his singer. 

He took in the image before him and a slight smile escaped his lips. Axl had found some clothes to wear - 
accompanying his leather pants were his black boots and a loose fitted white shirt. His hair was rough and 
knotted and his eyes were drowsy. He looked like he had only just rolled out of bed, but he still looked 
ridiculously hot. 


"| didn't want to wake you, you looked peaceful. I'm surprised you're up this early to be honest. " Slash taunted, 
winking and giving Axl a quick kiss before picking up the guitar and moving to the counter with the pile of cash. 


Not wanted to disturb his office fun, Slash called out. 
"Money's on the counter, Rich." 


As the pair turned to leave a loud grunting noise and a high-pitched moan came from the back room, followed 


by a crash. Axl and Slash looked at each other with raised eyebrows. 


The door of the back office opened, and out staggered Richie, doing up the zipper of his jeans and looking 
incredibly pleased with himself. 


"That's fine - enjoy." he grinned as Amy dizzily walked out behind him. 

Her hair was tangled, her skirt the wrong way round and her red lipstick was smudged down her face. 
"Richie, you're a disgusting man" Slash tutted, laughing even more when, as they got out of the door, Richie 
chased Amy back into his office to a squeal of delight from Amy. 

The laughter fading into quiet, the pair turned the corner on the band's apartment. Walking the short street 
up to their door, Axl quickly opened it and pulled Slash in with him, pushing him up against the wall with a 


cunning smile. 


"Well," Axl whispered into his ear, "Duff and Steven are out checking the next few gig venues and Izzy's gone 
to get his hit, then he's staying out with this chick he met” 


Slash grinned and his heart raced as Axl continued. 
"So | think that means we've got the house to ourselves for the rest of the day: 


"So it does." 


